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Tms fairy tale may be looked upon as a popular 
introduction to a more serious work, upon which 
the Author has been engaged during the last two 
years, and which will appear in August next. It 
is entitled 

THE WESTEEN QUESTION: 

Alsace-Lorraine, 

On the 2QQth anniversary of the taking of Strasbourg 
by Lovis XlV.y September 30^A, 1881. 

An Appeal to the English Nation. 

The Author trusts that the present story will 
awaken among English readers some feeling of 
interest in the fate and sympathy with the 
troubles of his native country, beautiful Alsace. 

Durham, December 24<A, 1880. 
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A FAIRY TALE OF THE PRESENT DAY, 



There was once upon a time a very rich and 
beautiful Queen, called Bellafrancia, who reigned 
over one of the' finest kingdoms in the world, and 
was honoured and respected by all the other 
kings and queens. She had many sons and 
daughters who were greatly attached to her, but 
none of them loved her more tenderly than the 
beautiful Alsatiana. 

Ahatiana was the youngest and fairest of her 
children : her hair was long and of a chestnut 
colour, and her eyes were as blue as the deep 
waters of a mountain lake. She was tall, and 
strong, and brave, and withal so sweet and gentle, 
that her brothers and sisters worshipped her, and 
her mother called her the darling of her heart. 

Now Queen Bellafranda had a Minister whose 
name was Penolarw. He was a clever man who, 
by his craftiness, had gained great influence over 
her, for Penolano was as wicked as he was clever. 
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And, one evening, when the Queen felt very tired, 
after having spent the whole day in managing 
the government of her states, he cast a spell 
upon her which the famous magician Tanaso had 
taught him. Under the influence of this spell, 
the Queen sank into a deep slumber, and remained 
enchanted for eighteen years. And the wicked 
Penolano put guards in front of her chamber, and 
commanded them to arrest and put into prison 
all those who would come near to awaken her. 
Thus many who tried to force an entrance, were 
arrested and thrown into deep dungeons, where 
they never saw the light of day, and where their 
only companions were slimy reptiles that abounded 
in their dreary cells. 

While the Queen was asleep, the wicked 
Minister, instead of wisely governing her king- 
dom, thought of nothing but amusements, and 
festivities, and great shows, for which he took 
much gold out of the Queen's cofiers. Ho 
neglected the education of the young princes 
and princesses, and gave them no learned masters 
to teach them how to become great and wise 
rulers. Thus they grew up in ignorance, and 
many of them became frivolous, silly, and con- 
ceited, and imitated the wicked ways of the 
cunning Minister. 
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And Penolano not only neglected them, and 
squandered Bellafrancias yast wealth, but he 
also quarrelled with the neighbouring kings and 
queens, and was haughty, and meddlesome, and 
insolent ; so that they all hated him, and lost 
their respect for Queen Bellafrancia, for they 
knew not that all this time she lay spell-bound in 
her castle. 

Now, among the kings whose lands were nearest 
to Bellafranda^Sj there was one called King Bed- 
Beard. He had red bushy hair, a red face, and 
his long thick beard fell down below his belt. 
He was fat and heavy, for he liked much to eat 
and drink, and would swallow four glasses of beer 
at breakfast, and six at dinner, and ten every 
evening. When he was not drinking and smok- 
ing, he either looked after his big soldiers, of 
whom he was very proud, or studied for many 
hours a large black book in which a learned 
scholar explained things of which he knew 
nothing, to people who could not understand 
him. And when he was tired of reading, and 
drinking, and looking at his big soldiers, he would 
say his prayers, and say them very loud, for he 
liked to be known as a pious man. 

Now King Bed'Bjeard had a Minister, named 
Helmovnil, who, after serving him for a great 
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many years, had, in his old age, left the care of 
the government to his two chief counsellors, 
Sibmarack and OmoletecJc, the cleverest and most 
cunning men that lived in those days. When 
these counsellors saw how the wicked Penciano 
was bringing ruin upon the Queen's states, they 
said to the old Minister : 

" Now is our time ! Let us punish Penolano^ 
for he and his kindred have often sneered at us 
and insulted King Eed^Beard. Let us first be 
revenged upon him ; then rob the Queen of all 
her gold and silver, and carry off the loveliest of 
her daughters, the young Alsatiana ! " 

And the Minister thought this was the best 
advice they had ever given him. So he went 
with them straight to King Bed-Beard, and said 
unto him : 

" Listen, mighty King ! Queen Bellafrancia 
is off her guard, she thinks not of danger. Come, 
let us rob her of her gold and silver, and carry off 
the beautiful Alsatiana ! " 

The King was much pleased with his speech, 
for he was as poor as Queen Bellafrancia was 
rich, and, like many other poor men, very greedy. 
So he eagerly asked his Minister whether every- 
thing was ready for such a promising undertaking. 
But the Minister remained silent and looked 
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inqmringly at his two connsellors, for he never 
said or did anything without their advice : 

"Most gracious Lord and Master," answered 
Omoleteck, as he bowed three times to his Majesty, 
"your armies are ready. Give but the signal, 
and they shall cross the frontier in hundreds and 
thousands!" 

But the more cunning Sihmarack said : 

" My Lord and Master, this must not be ! If 
we declare war, the other kings and queens will 
be angry with us. Once more, it must not be ! 
Let me excite Penolano to wrath, then will he 
declare war himself, and all the kings and queens 
will hate him instead of ws." 

"Thou art right, SibmaracJcy'' said the Minister, 
for he approved of everything this crafty coun- 
sellor said. 

^^Sibmarack, thou art right !" repeated the King 
in his turn, for he approved of everything his 
Minister Hdmowill said. " Excite him to wrath, 
and he will declare war, for he is foolish and 
conceited, blind and weak. And when he has 
declared war, the good Genii will favour our just 
cause and give us the victory." 

Then Sihmarack excited Penolano to wrath, 
and that foolish Minister declared war, and 
King Red 'Beard' 8 soldiers crossed over into 
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Queen BeUafranda'a lands in hundreds and 
thousands. 

But the war had scarcely broken out, when 
some of the Queen's subjects overpowered the 
guards, and burst open the door of her chamber. 
And the moment the door gave way, the spell was 
broken : the Queen opened her eyes, looked 
wildly around her, asked what was the great 
noise that was rising from within and without 
her great city, and when she heard the terrible 
news, she started up, pale and trembling with 
anger and amazement, seized her shield and sword 
and hurried out, followed by her deliverers. 

But it was too late. Penolano's generals had 
already lost several battles, and he himself was 
made prisoner with most of his soldiers. And 
when he had been sent to one of King Bed-BearcPa 
castles, BeUafrancia sued for peace and offered 
the King all her gold and silver, if he would 
return to his own land and rest satisfied. But 
King Red-Beard replied : 

" Thy gold and silver I will have certainly, but 
I will have something better besides. Give me 
thy daughter Alsatioma, with the rich province 
that is to be her dowry, and I will return to my 
country and leave thee in peace." 
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Then went the Queen back, sad and tearful, 
and told her sons and daughters of the King's 
hard and cruel conditions. And when they heard 
them, their hearts were torn with grief, and they 
gathered around their beloved sister as though to 
protect her from so sad a fate. AbcUiana, who 
had fought foremost against the enemy, and had 
received many wounds, threw herself around the 
Queen's neck and sobbed out: " My mother! my 
mother ! do not abandon me ! " and mother and 
daughter wept bitter tears together. 

Then the Queen sent for Bamaghdta, the chief 
of her counsellors, a young man of great wisdom 
and understanding, who in this her dire distress 
had gained and deserved her fullest confidence. 
And when the wise young counsellor had given 
her his advice, she returned to the cruel King 
and said unto him : 

" As much gold and silver as thou likest shall 
be thine, but my daughter will I not deliver into 
thy hands : rather will I fight to the last drop of 
my blood, than give up the darling of my heart !'^ 

Then grew King Bed-Bea/rd white with rage, 
and turned around and commanded the old 
Omoleteck and his soldiers to carry off the lovely 
maiden by force. 

And now began a new battle, fiercer and more 
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terrible than the last. Bat, alas ! the Queen was 
overpowered in spite of her desperate resistance, 
because the enemy were better armed and far 
more numerous than her troops. Many of her 
officers were slain, her armies scattered, herself 
grievously wounded, and Alsatiana taken captive. 

Before King Bed^Beard carried off his prisoner, 
he allowed her to go and see her mother once 
more to bid her farewell. For some time, mother 
and daughter remained speechless with grief, 
anguish, and despair, folded in each other's arms, 
whilst the tears from their eyes and the blood 
from their wounds mingled together. And they 
sobbed so loud and their cries were so heart- 
rending, that they could be heard through the 
whole palace and surroundings ; and all the 
Queen's sons and daughters, and lords and ladies, 
and pages and servitors, wept with them, and 
this great grief extended from man to man, from 
street to street, from town to town, and from 
province to province, so far, so far, that the 
whole country wept aloud with their beloved 
Queen and her heartbroken daughter. 

Then came King Bed-Beard's guards, and 
dragged the Princess from the arms of her 
mother, and the unhappy Queen fell senseless to 
the ground. 
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Now, when the other kings and queens heard 
of the result of this terrible battle, all their old 
affection for Queen Bdlafrancia was revived ; they 
expressed the deepest sorrow for her misfortunes, 
and sent her many messages of love and pity for 
the loss of her daughter. Many of them even 
tried to soften the heart of the victorious King, 
and endeavoured to procure Ahatiana's release. 
But he laughed their entreaties to scorn : for his 
heart was harder than flint, and the gentlest 
words of the gentlest queen could not touch him. 
Some of the kings would gladly have fought for 
her deliverance, but they dared not; for King 
Red-Beard was too powerful, and his generals 
too clever, and his soldiers too numerous. 

And now King Bed- Beard, intoxicated by his 
great victory, left Bdlaf randans kingdom, carry- 
ing away his captive and all the Queen's gold and 
silver, and leaving large garrisons in the beau- 
tiful province which was to have been Alsatiana^s 
dowry. And when he had reached his own city, 
he divided the spoil. The largest part he kept 
for himself: the rest he shared among his mini- 
sters, generals, counsellors, and great lords of the 
realm. And they all feasted and made merry 
together. 

But the peasants and soldiers who had fought 
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in immense munbers and suffered greatly during 
the war, received nothing; because, when the 
King and grand lords had taken all they wanted, 
there was nothing left for them. But this the 
poor people knew not, and believed ttey also were 
going to be very rich: so they spent all their 
small earnings in drinking and feasting like the 
great lords. Thus the whole nation, from King 
Bed-Beard down to his poorest subject, lived in 
mirth and festivities for a long, long time, until 
they had spent not only all the Queen's gold 
and silver, but all their own besides, and much 
borrowed money into the bargain. 

Now, whenever King Bed- Beard was feasting 
with his children and numerous attendants, the 
captive Ahaliana was obliged to sit at the same 
board. There she remained, sad and silent, and 
would neither touch the rich viands and delicious 
wines placed before her, nor join in the general 
mirth, nor listen to the flattering speeches of the 
great lords around hor. But the King, when he 
was morry, likod ovoryono to be merry with him. 
So one evening, when Aleatiana felt sadder and 
more lonely than ever, ho turned towards her and 
«aid: 

*' Why griovost thou, Ahatiana ? bast thou not 
everything to make thee happy ? My sons and 
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daughters, are they not ready to love thee ? my 
generals and ojficers to protect thee ? my lords 
and ladies to admire thee ? and art thou not 
treated by all as the dearest of my children ? 
, . . . Drive away thy grief, think not of the 
past which can never be undone, and be merry, 
cheerful, and happy ! " 

Thus spoke King Bed-Beard. But Almtiana 
remained silent, for she was heartbroken, and her 
soul yearned after her mother. 

Now when the King saw that she did not heed 
him, nor listen to his words, he left the banquet 
in great displeasure. And having observed that 
she still wore the garments given her by the 
Queen, he ordered her maids of honour to take 
them away and dress her like one of his own 
daughters. The maids of honour obeyed his 
command : they changed her garments, but could 
not change her heart. 

A few weeks after, when some of his courtiers, 
in the midst of a banquet, flattered him with the 
hope that he would some day gain her affections, 
he again turned towards her and said : 

" Yes, lovely Alsatiana, the King before whom 
all the other kings tremble, and who is as wise as 
he is powerful, will know how to conquer a 
maiden's heart. The time will come when thou 
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wilt be proud to call thyself one of King "Red-* 
Beard's daughters ! " 

But Ahatiana, who had grown thin and pale 
and was pining away, did not answer. She only 
raised her head and fastened upon him a long 
look burning with hatred. Then the King grew 
very angry, and spoke harsh and bitter words to 
her. And as she still kept her eyes fastened 
upon him, he commanded her to be carried away 
and locked up in one of her own castles, situated 
in the chief city of the proyince which was to 
have been her dowry. His command was obeyed, 
but Ahatiana only rejoiced in being freed from 
his hateful attentions. 

Then the King waited many months, and, when 
he thought solitude had broken her spirit, he 
sent for her, and said : 

^^ Hearken, maiden, I will appeal to thee once 
more. Be unto me as a daughter, and I will be a 
father to thee : rare jewels shalt thou have, and 
everything else thy heart can wish for; mine 
own daughters shall serve thee, and the lords of 
my realm shall bow down before thee. But if 
thou refusest, thou shalt be thrown into the 
deepest dungeon of this castle, and left there in 
lonely wretchedness until thy dying day." 

But Akatiana remained silent and scornful. 
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Then with a wicked smile the King said in a low, 
exultant voice : 

"Yet one thing will I add: she whom thou 
lovest as thy mother is no mother to thee, but a 
vile thief, and shameless robber; and fhcm art a 
stolen child ! This will I prove to thee. ..." 

But Ahatiana rose up, her cheeks flaming with 
shame and indignation, and cried : 

" Base King, I will not hear thee, thy tongue 
is as false as that of a serpent. Queen Bella- 
francia is my mother ! I know she is, for her 
name is written in my heart ! Hope not for my 
affection, or submission, for I will be true to her 
for ever, and neither thy promises nor thy threats 
will have any power to alter my love. Throw 
me into the deepest and darkest dungeon in 
this castle, if such be thy pleasure ; yet will I 
always repeat the words I say to thee now : * Vile 
robber, shameless thief, I despise thee, I loathe 
thee, and will hate thee down to my very grave ! ' " 

Then the King knew himself no longer with 
fury : he called in his guards, commanded them 
to tie her hands and feet, and throw her into the 
deepest and darkest dungeon in the castle. And 
when his commands had been obeyed, he went 
away and sought to drown his anger in long 
and deep draughts of wine. 





\ 
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Now the other kings and queens, when they 
no longer saw or heard of the unhappy Alsatiana, 
felt less interest in her fate or forgot her alto- 
gether, for most of them had many troubles of 
their own. And when this news reached King 
Bed-Beard, he said to himself: "I will spread 
abroad the report that my captive is growing 
fond of me, for then will Queen Bdlafrancia and 
her children renounce the hope of delivering her/' 

So he sent forth many cunning men, who 
spread the report that AUatiana had forgotten 
her mother and wished to remain with him. 
And Queen BeUafrancia heard of it, but she 
knew this was not true. But the other kings 
and queens either believed it or feigned to believe, 
it, for reasons of their own: they knew that 
Queen BeUafrancia was preparing to take back 
her daughter by force ; and, as they loved peace 
above all things, they feared that if another 
great war broke out, they might be dragged into 
it. Some of them even went as far as to advise 
the Queen to renounce all hope of regaining her 
daughter and rest happy with her other children. 
But she would not listen to them, for her heart 
was yearning after her lost child, and her only joy 
was to form plans for her darling's deliverance. 

Now, Alsatiana had already spent several 
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months in her dreary cell^ when a happier day 
began to dawn. One morning, she had just 
arisen from her miserable couch, and was praying 
to the good Genii for her mother's speedy re- 
covery, when lo ! she saw a little dove of dazzling 
whiteness perched upon one of the iron bars 
which crossed the only window of her cell. She 
watched it in breathless silence. There it re- 
mained for some time, passing its lovely little 
head between the bars and looking inquiringly at 
her. At one time it moved its wings as though 
it were about to fly in; but apparently it was 
afraid, for after a little while it flew away. A 
thrill of joy shot through the captive maiden's 
heart, for, although she regretted its departure, 
she had a presentiment that the bird would 
return. In this hope she was not disappointed, 
for, a few days after, it came again, and after 
resting some time on the iron bar, flew in and 
perched on the back of the wooden chair where 
Mmtiimd was seated. She longed to fondle it, 
and press it to her beating heart, but the lovely 
bird took fright and flew away again. 

After some days of painful suspense, she re- 
joiced to see it enter once more, and this time 
it allowed her to smooth down its soft white 
feathers. Henceforth it came more and more 

c 2 
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frequently, and grew tamer and tamer, and finally 
felt as safe with her as though it had never 
known any other home. Ahatiana called it 
Speranza^ fed it from her own lips, let it drink 
out of her own cup, and loved it, and petted it, 
and felt happy and hopeful as long as it nestled 
in her arms. 

Thus many months passed away, the dove 
coming almost daily to cheer her solitude. But 
one morning, when Ahatiana expected her little 
companion, it never came. Nor did it return the 
following day, nor the following week, nor the 
following month. And month succeeded month, 
and year succeeded year, and still Speranza did 
not come again. Then the poor captive feared 
it must be dead, and having this last consolation 
thus taken from her, she felt so forlorn and 
desolate that she well-nigh died with despair. 

Five long years passed away, when one evening 
as Ahatiana was lying on her wretched couch, 
tearless in her great sorrow, suddenly a ray of 
glorious light streamed in through her window. 
She looked up, and lo ! there was the little dove 
again upon the bar. Ahatiana held out her 
hands, trembling with imploring love : the dove 
Hew in, and she straightway caught it to her heart. 
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And when Ahatiana had fondled it, and kissed 
it, and wept over it, the dove showed no wish to 
fly away, but remained with her until she fell 
asleep, dreaming her first happy dream for many 
years : for she dreamt she had fallen asleep with 
her arms around her mother's neck, and her head 
gently resting upon her mother's heart. 

The next morning, she had scarcely awaked, 
fresh and happy, when the lovely dove came in 
again, carrying a little letter in its bill. Alsatiana 
took it, and saw with inexpressible delight that 
it was from her beloved mother. In it the Queen 
related to her all that had happened since their 
cruel separation. 

"Queen Bellafrancia had recovered from her 
wounds much more rapidly than she had ex- 
pected, owing to a magic potion given her by a 
famous and wise doctor named Tieri, who was at 
the same time one of her chief counsellors. But 
her wounds were scarcely beginning to heal, when 
some wicked enemies, aided by the great magician 
Tcmaso, succeeded in driving the wise Tieri hw&jy 
and with him Bamaghetta and many others of her 
counsellors. For five whole years those wicked 
men remained all-powerful, and would probably 
have remained so for a much longer time, could they 
only have agreed among themselves. But some 
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wanted BeUafrancia to appoint as a Minister, a 
young man, brave indeed, and with many manly 
qualities, but so young, and so wanting in ex- 
perience, that he was quite unfitted for so difficult 
and exalted a position ; others were in favour of 
a prince who, under some powerful enchantment, 
had remained asleep for 4444 years, and had only 
just awaked ; others again objected to both these 
Ministers, but knew not whom to recommend to 
the Queen. 

" Meanwhile Bamaghetta^ over whom the Queen 
of the Fairies was watching tenderly, escaped the 
treacherous plots laid for him by his enemies, 
and with her assistance succeeded at last in 
driving them out of the kingdom. And as the 
old and wise Tieri had died, he and his friend 
Oherevi were appointed to the highest posts 
of honour in the realm. And their devotion to 
the Queen was boundless, and they were the best 
counsellors she had had for many years. 

" Now, as soon as they had been appointed, the 
Queen, who had been ill from trouble and sorrow, 
recovered speedily, and under their rule her 
states became more prosperous, her subjects 
happier and more enlightened, her armies more 
numerous and better disciplined, and she herself 
richer and stronger every day. 
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" And when the Queen had related all this, she 
added that, if only her darling could be restored 
to her, her joy would be complete : unhappily, she 
could not hope for this yet, for King Bed-Beard 
would never give her up of his own free-will, and 
she was not yet strong enough to deliver her by 
force. Still she bade her not to lose courage ; for 
the hour of her deliverance was slowly but surely 
drawing near." 

This news filled poor Ahatiana with so much 
joy, that she fell upon her knees, and, hiding her 
face in her hands, wept for a long time. And 
when she had recovered, she pressed the little 
bird to her heart, called it a thousand sweet 
names and overwhelmed it with a thousand 
caresses. 

Henceforth the dove brought her almost daily 
loving messages from her mother, and would often 
remain with her whole days. And, in the pleasure 
of waiting for these messages, she would forget 
that she was still a captive in King Bed-Beard's 
power. 

Thus ten years passed since the time when the 
King had conquered Queen Bellafranda. And 
when the anniversary of the day approached on 
which the great battle had been fought, the King 
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commanded all his subjects, high and low, rich and 
poor, to celebrate it with great rejoicings, for he 
liked to remind everyone, both within and with- 
out his realm, what a great and powerful monarch 
he was. 

And above all he commanded that the greatest 
rejoicings should take place in the very city 
where Ahatiana was imprisoned, and where many 
thousands of her followers were living. There, 
triumphal arches were to be raised, grand pro- 
cessions formed, public games instituted, grand 
receptions held, sumptuous banquets given, mag- 
nificent representations performed, music played 
in all the public places, and his ministers, and 
counsellors, and courtiers, and generals, and hosts 
of soldiers were to take a leading part in these 
festivities. 

Now, when Ahatiana^s followers heard of this, 
they were filled with horror and indignation, for 
they hated the haughty King as much as she 
hated him, and longed for the day when they, with 
their Princess, would be freed from his iron rule. 
So several of the chief men among them agreed 
to meet secretly one night in a lonely spot, where 
rested those who had fallen in Ahatiana^s de- 
fence. At the appointed time they all met, and 
after solemnly vowing to keep the secret, they 
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discussed in what way their enemies' insulting 
triumph could best be frustrated. 

Some were of opinion that when the King's 
men were assembled in the Temple to sing their 
chants of triumph, they should all be destroyed 
together by means of a liquid possessed with 
magic power, which a great wizard had offered 
them in three large phials. They had but to 
bury the phials in the ground : at a given time a 
terrific noise would be heard, and, before it had 
died away, not a trace of their enemies would any- 
where be seen. 

Others proposed to receive the King's men 
wherever they appeared with loud cries of " Long 
live the Princess Alsatiana ! Long live our Queen 
BeUafrancia ! " 

Others again doubted the wisdom of both these 
proposals, but could not agree upon what means 
to adopt, when a venerable old man with long 
white hair stood up. Instantly silence was re- 
stored, for he was known as one of the wisest men 
in the land, and one of the most faithful followers 
of their Princess. He spoke thus in a slow and 
solemn voice : 

" My children, the day on which King Red- 
Beard celebrates his triumph, will be a day of 
deepest mourning throughout our beloved Queen's 



26 Alsatiana, or 

realms ; to ns, therefore, must it also be a day of 
mourning. When his warriors go rejoicing 
through our streets, when their music resounds, 
and when they are making merry at the banquet 
with songs and wine, let us weep oyer the fate of 
our beloved Princess, let us visit the tombs of 
those who have fallen for her, and pray to the 
good Genii to hasten the day when Queen Betta- 
frcmcia will come to her and our deliverance. 
Once more, that day shall be to us a day of 
mourning ! " 

And when he had spoken, all the men around 
him repeated silently : " That day shall be to us 
a day of mourning ! " 

And before the sun had risen for the third 

time, this subdued whisper had gone from mouth 

to mouth, over hill and dale, over river and plain, 

from one end of the land to the other, until every- 

4|{^ one had heard it and repeated it : 

" That day shall be to us a day of mourning ! " 

At last the day came and the King's ministers, 
and counsellors, and courtiers, and generals, and 
thousands of his soldiers came to Ahatiana^s city 
to celebrate their triumph. But the city was 
silent, and looked as though it were the dwelling 
of the dead. Their grand processions moved 
along through empty streets, their public games 
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had no lookers on and their music no listeners, 
their magnificent representations attracted none 
of AImiiana*$ servants, and not a single one of 
her followers was seen at their receptions and 
hanqnets. 

And when the King's men were assembled in 
and aronnd the Temple, the doors of all the 
houses opened suddenly, and thousands of people 
came out, dressed in deep mourning, and carry- 
ing crowns and crosses of white flowers in their 
hands. They formed a long procession, so long 
that it reached from one end of the city to the 
other and even far beyond. Slowly and silently 
they advanced through the triumphal arches, 
towards the place where their beloved dead were 
buried. And it so happened that just as the 
King's men were leaving the Temple, the mourn- 
ful procession began to pass by ; and it went on 
and on, and the more there came the more there 
seemed to be still coming. The King's men 
looked on, rooted tq the ground in powerless 
anger : gladly would they have rushed upon 
them, and killed them in hundreds, but they 
were spell-bound, and could not even move a 
finger, for the Queen of the Fairies had taken 
the mourners under her protection, so that no 
harm could come to them. 
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Thus the King's triumph failed miserably, and 
after three days his men returned to their own 
country. And as they did not dare to let the 
King know what had really happened, they told 
him that they had met with a glorious reception, 
that their triumph had been complete, and that 
all Ahatianas followers loved and honoured him 
greatly. And King Red-Beard who liked flattery 
above all things, was charmed with their speeches, 
and rewarded them with costly presents. 

But the other kings and queens when they 
heard how Ahcdiana's followers were still mourn- 
ing for her so deeply, and how she herself was so 
cruelly treated by the King, were much moved 
by her fate and openly encouraged Queen Bella- 
francias endeavours to rescue her darling. 

Several years, however, were still allowed to 
pass, before the Queen was able to carry out the 
wise plans which her good and faithful counsellor, 
Bamaghetta, had proposed to her for obtaining 
Alsatiana^s release; and many more years might 
have passed without a change, had not an event 
occurred which was hailed by everyone in her 
realm as a sure sign that Ahatiana^s long captivity 
was at last drawing to a close. 

King Bed-Bear^8 Minister EelmowiU died 
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suddenly. And he was scarcely buried, when 
his great Counsellor Omoleteck followed him. 
And before the world had recovered from this 
news, Sibmarach died also. 

Now, with these men King Bed-Beard lost 
much of his power. The latter two especially 
were so strong, so clever, and so cunning, that 
when they were gone, no man could be found in 
the whole realm to take their. places. So King 
Bed-Beard was obliged to govern his states him- 
self, and as ho had never learned to be a wise 
and good ruler, his affairs soon got out of order. 
His children, who had never been very fond of 
each other, quarrelled among themselves and 
even turned against him ; and his subjects who 
had spent all their earnings in mirth and festi- 
vities, began to starve and grew discontented. 
But he did not mind their sufferings, and took 
the last farthing out of their pockets, and the 
last piece of bread out of their mouths, because 
he wanted, first and before all, to feed and pay 
his big soldiers who were his great source of 
power. Yet, in spite of his cruel extortions, he 
could not feed and pay them all, for they were 
far too numerous: so they grew dissatisfied in 
their turn and left him injarge numbers. 
Thus it came to pass that King Bed-Beard 
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grew poorer and weaker every day, and his name 
ceased to be a terror to the other kings and 
queens, while BeUafranciay by her wise govern- 
ment and the hard work and thriftijiess of her 
subjects, was becoming richer and more powerful 
than ever before. 

And now she thought the time had come when 
she might hope to gain back the darling of her 
heart. So she sent a messenger to King Bed-- 
Beard to tell him that, if he would give up her 
daughter, she would pay him, as a ransom, as much 
gold and silver as he had taken from her before. 
This she did upon the wise Bamaghelta^s advice ; 
for he and the other counsellors were of opinion 
that it was better to offer a ransom than to go to 
war, because in a war many thousands of her 
subjects would be killed and wounded. And the 
Queen herself would rather lose all her gold and 
silver than bring such a misfortune upon her 
people. 

Now the offer of the Queen's gold and silver 
allured King Bed-Beard very greatly; but he 
would not give up his captive, for he knew not 
that his power was declining every day, and be- 
lieved his courtiers who flattered him saying he 
was as powerful as ever. So, in his blindness and 
folly, he thought he would rather fight ; because 
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if he fought, he would not only keep Akatiana, 
but rob the Queen of all her gold and silver 
again, and perhaps take away from her another 
daughter. So he gave the Queen an insolent 
reply and told her that if she wanted the Princess 
Ahatiana, she had better come and take her. 

Queen BeUafrancia, who for many years had 
been preparing her mighty armies, saw that the 
day had now come for Alsatiaria's deliverance. 
So, without oflfering any further ransom, she 
commanded the King to send back her daughter ; 
and as he haughtily refused, she ordered her 
armies to advance. 

And they advanced. 

Within five days after the declaration of war, 
they surrounded the city where Ahatiana was 
imprisoned. There King Bed-Beard met them 
at the head of his troops, and a fearful battle 
took place. Three times the sun rose and three 
times it set, and still the battle was raging, and 
neither side would yield, or avow itself beaten. 

The clashing of swords and the shouts of the 
warriors reached Ahatiana in her dungeon and 
filled her with hopes and fears, for Speranza had 
brought her the news that her mother was 
coming to her rescue. After spending two long 
nights in sleepless anxiety, she at length sank 
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into a deep slumber. Scarcely had she closed 
her eyes, when a fairy entered her dungeon, 
carrying a glittering sword in one hand and a 
beautiful shield in the other. These she laid 
down by the side of the sleeping maiden ; then 
she touched her with her wand. In an instant 
Ahatiamiz garments became as white as driven 
snow, and she herself as beautiful and fresh and 
strong as though she had never spent one single 
day in captivity. Then the fairy vanished, while 
SperanzUy by its gentle caresses, endeavoured to 
awake the Princess. At last she opened her eyes, 
and when she saw the sword and shield, her heart 
was filled with wonder and delight, for an inward 
voice told her that the hour of her deliverance 
was close at hand. She sprang to her feet, eagerly 
seized the arms lying by her side, and waited in 
breathless expectation, her right hand pressed 
upon the hilt of the sword, and her ears strained 
to catch the sounds from the battle-field. 

At twelve o'clock, she heard the mighty din of 
arms, and the cries of the wounded and dying, 
then the tramp of many feet ; and suddenly her 
door was burst open and her dungeon was filled 
with the cry, " Arise, our Princess, arise ! You 
are free, you are free once more !" 

Without a moment's delay she placed herself at 
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the head of her deliverers, and hurried out of the 
castle. 

The news of her deliverance spread in an 
instant throughout the city, and from every 
street and every house her followers poured 
forth, eager for the struggle. Soon the air re- 
sounded with the cry, " Long live Princess 
Ahatiana r which was answered from without in 
joyful strains by " Long live Queen Bellafrancia,'^ 
so loud and long that it was heard for miles 
around. And it had not yet died away, before 
Ahatiana rushed upon the enemies who were 
defending the ramparts against the Queen's 
1 troops, and drove them before her in terrified 

crowds. 

Soon she stood upon the highest tower of the 
city, her long hair floating in the breeze, raising 
her sword in one hand and waving a standard in 
the other, while the moon, high up in the cloud- 
less sky, was casting a halo of brilliant light 
around her. At this sight the cries arose once 
more: "Long live Ahatiana! Long live Queen 
Bellafrancia .'" filling one army with inexpressible 
delight and the other with terror and awe. 

And now, when the King's soldiers saw they 
were so hard pressed in front and rear, the battle 
began once more, fiercer than ever : but their 

D 
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bravory was of no avail ; had they been a thousand 
tiinoa braver, it would still have been useless, for 
the good Genii had decided that Queen Bella- 
fmnoia and her just cause should win the day. 
At last the enemy could resist no longer and took 
to flight in immense numbers : thousands of them 
covered the battle-field, many thousands more 
were made prisoners, and King Bed-Beard fled to 
his own country in so great haste that he was 
nearly drowned in the large river which separated 
the two kingdoms. Never before was there fought 
80 great a battle, and never in the whole world so 
glorious a victory won. 

The sun was rising from behind the distant 
mountains, bathing the whole country in a sea of 
golden light, when mother and daughter met upon 
the battle-field for the first time after their cruel 
separation. For a long, long time they lay 
speechless in each other's arms, forgetting all 
their past sorrows in the unspeakable bliss of 
their present meeting. Then her brothers and 
sisters crowded around her and overwhelmed her 
with a thousand tokens of love. And all the 
generals and great lords came to pay her homage, 
and the whole army rejoiced loud and long on 
seeing their beloved Princess free once more. 
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A few days after, Queen Bellafrancia ani AUa^ 
tiana started with their victorious army on their 
way home. Wherever they passed, in towns and 
villages, the enthusiasm of the people was beyond 
all description. At last they approached the 
capital of the realm where the inhabitants awaited 
them in a body, in wild expectation. Soon Alsor 
tiana entered the gates of the city, by her mother's 
side, mounted on a white palfrey, and carrying 
on her hand the little dove Speranza, which seemed 
no whit frightened by the ever-renewed cheers 
of the immense multitude. And as mother and 
daughter rode along through the triumphal arches 
and magnificently adorned streets and avenues, 
the enthusiasm of the endless crowd increased a 
thousandfold, until the whole city resounded with 
the cries: "Welcome home, Ahatiana! Long 
live our beloved Princess !" 

For a whole week her return was celebrated 
throughout the realm by splendid festivities, each 
more glorious than the preceding : but, although 
the fetes came to an end, the joy at her deliver- 
ance lasted for ever. 

And . now, after so many years of sadness and 
mourning, joy and happiness reigned once more 
in the realm. Enlightened by her past misfor- 
tunes, Queen BeUafrancia took care never to 
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leave the government of her states in the hands 
of a wicked man like Penolano^ but continued to 
entrust it to men whose goodness and wisdom 
were equal to their devotion. Thus the greatest 
prosperity reigned over her states, her subjects 
lived in peace and comfort, and AUatiana, the 
darling of her heart, remained with her happy 
and joyful for ever after. ' 
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Nach Theodor KSrners " Gehet toahrend der SchlacM.** 



Frankreich, ich rufe dich ! 
Trotzig umgeben mich prahlende Krieger, 
Jubelnd zertreten mich herzlose Sieger. 
lii tiefer Verzagnng ruf ' ich dich, 
• Vaterland, denk' an mich ! 

_Vaterland, denk' an mich ! 
Bich werd' ich lieben getreu bis zum Tode ; 
Nimmer erkenne ich fremde Gebote ! 

Dir will ich dienen ! — Ach, denk' an mich ! 
Schmerzlich bewein' ich dich ! 

Schmerzlich bewein' ich dich ! 
Dein ist mein Herz und dein meine Seele ; 
Sehnlich erwarte ich deine Befehle. 

Morgens und Abends bewein' ich dich ! 

Frankreich, erlose mich ! 
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Frankreich, erlose mich ! 
Schwer ist mein Jocli nnd bitter mein Leben. 
Muss ich auf immer dem Feind mich ergeben ? 
Nein, nicht auf immer ! — Erlose mich, 

Mutter, ich hoflf ' auf dich ! 

Mutter, ich hoff ' auf dich ! 
Todtlich verwundet im blutigen Kriege, 
Eist du erstanden zum kiinftigen Siege 

Starker und kuhner ! — Ich hoff ' auf dich. 

Vaterland, denk' ah mich ! 

Vaterland, denk' an mich ! 
Einst werd' ich, sicher, dich wiedersehen, 
In deinem Schooss in Entzuckung vergehen ! 
D'rum, lieb' Vaterland, denk' an mich ! 

Frankreich, ich rufe dich ! 

E. W. 
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''Few foreigners succeed in writing well in any language but their own. 
One of the exceptions is the writer of ' The Life and Adventures of an 
Unfortunate Author.* We do not know that we shall be betraying a 
secret when we say that he is an Alsatian refugee, who occupies a good 
position in a Northern University. The story which he has produced is 
admirably written,'* — Newcastle WeeUy Chronicle, 

'' The writer has a good command of language, and is at no loss for 
vigorous and appropriate terms wherewith to clothe his ideas. In more 
than one instance evidence is supplied that the author has a good ration 
of a dramatic situation, and that he possesses skill and ingenuity in devising 
OHtf, the finale cleverly illustrating this." — Oxford Journal, 
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" There occur throughout mariy valuable suggestions and vcise remarks 
in relation to literary work, which will be useful to young people who 
sigh after the delights of authorship, and imagine themselves able to take 
the public ear by storm." — Glasgow Weekly Herald, 

^^ The *' Life and Adventures of an Unfortunate Author ' deserves special 
attention, as emanating from the pen of an Alsatian scholar who occupies 
a distinguished position in an English University. Its title indicates 
sufficiently the drift of the work, which is written in autobiographical 
form, and in style so excellent as to prove the vcriter*s perfect mastery of 
the English language.^* — Gdlignani's Messenger. 

" The novel attempts no fantastic or complicated plot, and is so entirely 
devoid of sensational aids as to simply be the autobiography of an eventful 
life. Instead of being a fault, this is, however, its best recommendation, 
for it is an evidence of no mean power by the author that he should, on 
this line of construction, be able to sustain the interest of the reader. 
The incidents arise in natural succession and are matured loith tact and 
judgment, whilst the language is graphic, vigorous, and good English, The > 
author, it may be parenthetically explained, is an AlsaUan exile. Few 
will be disposed to quan*el with the author for his maledictions on the 
Vaterland for her annexation of Alsace, which he calls one of France's 
best and most beautiful daughters ; for he would have been despicable in 
his indifference to patriotism had he forgotten all the associations of his 
home." — Portsmouth Times. 

"There are a certain earnestness of purpose and intensity about the 
book which in some passages rise to the level of genuine pathos. The 
disasters and mortifications sustained by the hero in his efforts to attain 
to reputation as an author are depicted with a force which only actual 
experience of such humiliations and sufferings could have inspired** — 
Scotsman. 

" Though the book is published anonymously, it is no secret that the 
author is M. Emile Wendling, Lecturer at Durham University, and author 
of * La Voix de TAlsace.' M. Wendling is a Strasbourgeois who, refusing to 
swear allegiance to the German Emperor, exiled himself from his native 
land, and sought and found an asylum in this country. M. Wendling, 
though a Frenchman by birth and education, has thoroughly mastered the 
niceties of our language, which he vcrites with all the purity of a native and 
with not a little of the picturesque liveliness of a Frenchman." — Peoph's 
Journal, Dundee, * 



